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Mir a. He wants words.
Wit. Ay; but I like him for that now; for his want of
words gives me the pleasure very often to explain his
meaning.
Fain. He's impudent. Wit. No, that's not it. Mira. Vain. Wit. No. Mira. What, he speaks unseasonable truths sometimes,
because he has not wit enough to invent an evasion. Wit. Truths! Ha, ha, ha! No, no, since you will have it,
- I mean, he never speaks truth at all, - that's all.
He will lie like a chambermaid, or a woman of quality's
porter. Now that is a fault.
ACT I, SCENE 7
[To them] COACHMAN
Coach. Is Master Petulant here, mistress ?
Bet. Yes.
Coach. Three gentlewomen in a coach would speak with
him.
Fain. O brave Petulant, three! Bet. I'll tell him. Coach. You must bring two dishes of chocolate and a glass
of cinnamon-water.
ACT I, SCENE 8 MIRABELL, FAINALL, WITWOUD
Wit. That should be for two fasting strumpets, and a bawd troubled with wind. Now you may know what the three are.
Mira. You are free with your Mend's acquaintance.
Wit. Ay, ayjj friendship without freedom is as dull as love